Chapter 52
Finale
MMMMMMMMM^^
DUT I have had to leave out so much!
D What other country could have headlines like WAR WITH JAPAN PERILS WORLD SERIES, or speed "limits" of sixty miles an hour on the endless undulant roads of Utah, or the sign on the Success Cafe in Butte in 1932, EAT HERE OR I'LL VOTE FOR HOOVER, or another headline, one from a New York tabloid about a woman soon to be electrocuted, SHE'LL BURN, SIZZLE, FRY ! or about the way salesmanship is the greatest profession in the land.
There is nothing in this book, and now it's too late to put it in, about how airplanes spray trees with DDT in Oregon or why Pullman washbowls have the water tap set in so close, or how Count Hermann Keyser-ling once said truly that the greatest American superstition was belief in facts, or how a canny Englishman pointed out that you can write a barometer of American ups and downs from the titles of popular songs, "Brother Can You Spare a Dime" to "Yes We Have No Bananas" to "Oh What a Beautiful Mornin'" to "Accentuate the Positive."
There is nothing in this book about the fact that Truman met Roosevelt only once between the time of his nomination as vice president and his accession to the presidency, and that Willkie and McNary had never met when in 1940 they were nominated for president and vice president respectively; nothing about the grave elk eating up the golf links near Salt Lake City, or how fifty years ago twenty-four American states forbade minors to smoke or chew tobacco in public; no mention of the sign in front of the Presbyterian Hospital, For the Poor of New York without Regard to Race Creed or Color, or of the contemptible filth-mongering of the Hearst press during a recent antifilth campaign; nothing of ear-shattering neologisms like Ripco, Kantwet, Trimz, Chix, Mor, Flexees, and Linit, or lunatic gibberish like L.S./M.F.T.
I haven't even mentioned that there were seventy-two thousand G.I/s named Smith; or the sagging lines of men with brief cases in the big hotel lobbies and the crisp snapping bark of the clerks, "Sold Out!" or whaling towns like New Bedford in Massachusetts and a civilization as unique as that of Nantucket; or the way International Business Machines runs its company town and never sells, but only leases, certain of its machines; or children in scarlet mufflers patting their
907